'Photography is my hobby.'

'A very expensive one! You seem to be very clever with
your sixteen hundred francs. Holidays in Nice and at the
Hotel de la Reserve,, too! More than we poor policemen
can afford, eh, Commissaire?'

The Commissaire laughed sardonically. I could feel
myself getting very red in the face.

'I saved my money to buy the camera/1 said. 'As for this
holiday, it is the first I have had for five years. 1 saved my
money for that also.'

'But naturally!' The Commissaire sneered as he said it.

The sneer aroused me.

'Now, Monsieur,' I protested angrily. 'I have had enough
of this. It is my turn to demand explanations. What exactly
do you want? I am prepared to answer questions about my
passport. You are within your rights in asking them. But
you have no right to steal my private property. Neither
have you any right to question me in this way about my
private affairs. As for those negatives to which you seem
to attach some mysterious importance, I have yet to learn
that it is forbidden to photograph lizards. Now, Messieurs,
I have committed no crime, but I am hungry, and it is time
for lunch at the hotel You will please return to me my
camera, my photographs, and my passport immediately.'

For a moment there was dead silence. I glared from one
to the other. Neither moved.

'Very well,' I said at last, and turned to the door.

'One moment,' said the fat man.

I stopped.

'Well?'

'Please don't waste your time and ours. The man out-
side the door will not allow you to leave. There are a few
more questions we have to ask you.'
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